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From Emma Goldman’s Mother Earth, 
June 1912. 
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AFFORDABLE HOUSING— 
NOT WAREHOUSING 


by Marge Williams 


Phil died. A huge man; affable, gregarious, intelligent, cultured, in- 
tractable. At first sight he was gruesome: cancer had taken half of this 
face long ago; a speeding vehicle on Regent Street had smashed his 
body; and more recently, he had been diagnosed with epilepsy. Yet Phil 
was fiercely independent. 


What made Phil’s death remarkable was not that he died alone, but 
that ‘nobody had noticed. Phil lived in an unregulated group home 
on Madison's east side, a beautifully landscaped apartment complex 
with 40 affordable and accessible units, but without an on site building 
manager. A model of design and diversity, this housing has become a 
showcase for a city with a crying need for affordable housing. Build- 
ings of $ 300,000 condos have an on site manager. Affordable housing 
has no protocol for on site managers. So much for us. 


So what's wrong with a man dying alone? Phil had outlived his own 
life expectancy many times over. But here, in this showcase building, 
his death was unconscionable. No one knows if Phil suffered long be- 
fore he died. No one checked in on him, or his corpse, for over seven 
days. 


Countless people traipse through this building every day: other resi- 
dents both abled and less abled; attendants; health care workers, com- 
munity support agents; building.maintenance теп; cleaning company 
personnel; part-time security guards; and an exceedingly part-time 
building manager. еа 


The bottom line is that по onë is tésponsible. Over the years residents 
have consistently asked for an.on site manager. Management has con- 
sistently refused to hire one, claiming that it is not affordable. The 
bottom line is that we are being warehoused, and no one is responsible 
or accountable, Not management. No overseer for all the overseers. A 
warehouse-an affordable, attractive human warehouse. 


Phil had been dead and locked in his apartment, with no a/c for no less 
then seven days. The heat, the smell, imagine the god-awful smell. Ic 
seeped down the corridor and under the doorsills, rank and acrid in 
the oppressive heat. From the parking lot one wondered if this is how 
Group Homes are supposed to smell? A wretched stench impossible 
to identify and impossible to ignore. A stench so overwhelming and 
pervasive, the source was all but impossible to locate. 


Phil had been dead for a long, long time. The Haz-Mat Team ге- 
moved the body. A large machine placed in the hallway sucked at the 
malodorous air four days and nights. Phil’s apartment was stripped of 
all furniture and blinds, carpeting and tile was tested and disinfected. 
The hallway carpeting was professionally cleaned and shampooed. 
The walls of his apartment had to be repainted, the floors retiles and 
recarpeted in readiness for the new renter, all within a month of Phil’s 
death, at a cost under $ 10,000. 

Continued on pg. 3 


Page 2 


PRAIRIE FIRE 


is produced bi-monthly by 
Lakeside Printing Cooperative, IU 450 
Send submissions to jerry@lakesidepress.org 


Next deadline: October 18" 


Contact Madison IWW at: 


P.O. Box 2442 
Madison, WI 53701 


or email: madwobs @egroups.com 


Local Jobshops: 


Greens Infoshop (IU 620) 
31 University Square, Madison, WI 53715 
(608) 262-9036 


Lakeside Printing Cooperative (IU 450) 
1334 Williamson Street, Madison, WI 53703 
(608) 255-1800 à 


SUBMISSION GUIDELINES 
AND EDITORIAL POLICY 


Please send submissions as email at- 
tachments (don’t just copy and paste 
into the body of your email message!) 
This will allow us to get the newsletter out 
faster and make sure that your formatting 
(italics, bold type, etc.) is preserved. 


Let us know how you would like to be 
identified in the article byline. 
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AFFORDABLE HOUSING 
from Pg. 2 


Aside from a rather Dickensian social pol- 
icy of warehousing or ghettoizing the less 
affluent among us, is this really a cost ef- 
fective way to run a business? Phil’s death 
‘was.not a singular horrific event here and 
probably not be the last. Four years ago 
a young paraplegic resident slowly burned 
to death, holding his service dog in his lap, 
while talking to the 911 dispatcher. The 
fire department tried in vain to locate his 
apartment in time го save his life. Unfortu- 
nately there was no on site manager to lead 
the firemen to his apartment. His charred 
body was left uncovered on the sidewalk 
for others to walk around, for hours. 


The cost or rehabbing that unit was an es- 
timated $ 30,000. The price of living here 
in an unsafe and unsecured environment is 
incalculable measure against the cost of an 
on site manager. Who will tot up the cost? 
Who will plan better affordable housing in 
the future? @ 


LOCAL IWW 
CALENDAR 


October 17 
Thursday 
Madison GMB Meeting 
Lakeside Press 
1334 Williamson Street 
6:30 pm Potluck 


7:00 Meeting 


October 27 
Sunday 
IWW Organizer Training 
Chicago — Location to be 
Determined 
10 am — 6 pm 
Call Jerry at 255-1800 
for more info or if you 
need a ride. 
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ALCATEL OWNS EMPLOYEE’S THOUGHTS 
Reprinted from The Register 


By Tim Richardson 


A US man says he will appeal a court’s decision which ruled that an idea 
that existed only in his mind belonged to his employer. 


Evan Brown has been, working on an idea to convert old computer code 
so that it can be run on modern machines since 1975. 


When Brown mentioned the idea to his employers while he worked for 
DSC Communications of Plano, Texas (subsequently bought by Alcatel) 
DSC decided it owned the rights to Brown’s insight and demanded that 
he revealed his idea. Brown refused and he was fired. DCS then launched 
legal action against him to gain possession of his thoughts. 


Almost six years later and Brown has finally been told by a judge that 
DCS is entitled to his idea. Нез also been told to stump up $332,000 
in legal costs. Throughout the legal process Brown maintained that һе 
never written down the idea, only solved part of it while employed by 


DCS and thought of some of it outside office hours. 


His former employer maintained that he had signed a contract which 
contained a clause giving DCS ownership rights of any of his “inven- 
tions’. Brown’s idea was deemed to be an “invention”. 


Onhis Web site [ Evan Brown - Does Your Employer Own Your Thoughts? 
hetp://www.unixguru.com/] Brown claims he’s been “railroaded” and 
has vowed to appeal. He also launched a scathing attack on the justice 
system in Texas. 


The lesson from DSC/Alcatel vs. Evan Brown? If you’ve got a good idea, 
keep it under your hat. That, or abstain from thinking altogether. @ 


2002 UPPER MIDWEST WOBFEST NOTES 
by FW Jerry Chernow 


Wobblies from Madison, St Paul, Chicago, Totonto and Winnipeg met 
in Winnipeg, Manitoba July 12-14 for the 4th annual Upper Midwest 
Gathering. Amid sweltering temperatures, attendees were fortunate 
to meet in the air conditioned WORC Center, a downtown building 
housing various progressive labor unions, including the Winnipeg 


IWW. 


Although our numbers were small, we held some interesting work- 
shops, including one on the basics of labor organizing. Other inter- 
esting activities included a song night at a local restaurant/bar where 
we sang many labor and other political songs, and a walking tour of 
downtown Winnipeg showing off the buildings and area involved in 
the General Strike of 1917. 


At our final business session, on Sunday morning, we agreed to ask 
the Milwaukee wobs to host next year’s gathering on an unspecified 
weekend in June. The backup location, in case Milwaukee declines, 


is Madison. @ 
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BOOK REVIEW: 
IGNORING BINKY: THE LIFE AND 
TIMES OF VICTOR EVERTOR 


Ignoring Binky: the Life and Times of Victor Evertor 
Beverely Red and Mitch Hall 

$10.95, 64 pages 

(Vergennes, УТ: Checkmate Press, 2001) 


Reviewed by Camy Matthay 


Ignoring Binky is a cartoon documentary detailing the life and times of a 
hypothetical CEO, Victor Evertor. Just as Michael Мооге film The Big One 
astonished viewers with its candid portrait of the callousness of CEOs like 
Nike’s Phil Knight, this slim book tackles the question of how corporate 
moguls become who they are. 


Multinational CEOs, as the authors Beverly Red and Mitch Hall point out 
in their introduction, reign as the real kings and oligarchs of the world. It’s 
no secret that the policies of their corporations intensify environmental 
collapse. How, the authors wanted to know, can these individuals support 
activities that are both murderous and suicidal? For profit? For greed? What 
motivates their behavior? 


In the same way the Viennese psychoanalyst Alice Miller explored the re- 
lationship between authoritarian and cruel child Tearing practices and the 
general complicity and obedience of Germans loyal о the Third Reich, Red 
and Hall suggest that the deleterious parenting practices of the 40’s (for ex- 
ample, the unnatural, or even mechanical, practice of bottle feeding babies 
on a schedule, the “spare the rod, spoil the child” forms of discipline, arbi- 
trary male dominance, the “survival-of-the-fittest” mentality) contributed 
to critical losses in the moral development of the capitalists of our times. 


Moreover, the authors suggest that depriving children of affection and love 
inevitably leads to insatiable cravings for secondary gratifications. In the case 
of Victor Evertor, our hypothetical CEO, this craving is expressed in his 
“heroic” quest for power and achievement, i.e., as а need to maintain, “power 
over” and to win at all costs. Thar childhood deprivation cripples the moral 
development of individuals — and often enough creates sociopaths — is a view 
supported by the whole school of attachment theorists from Магу Ainsworth 
and John Bowlby to Alice Miller, Jean Leidloff and, most recently, Shelley 
Taylor. 


In Evertor’s life story, Binky plays a minor role as an impotent incarnation of 
Clarence, the guardian angel from Its A Wonderful Life. (You cannot hear 
the bells, of course, but neither does Evertor.) Interspersed with the tale are 
panels revealing the social clichés, fashions and morays of nearly each decade 
from the 1940s to the present. Though I didn’t care much for the graphic 
style, after looking more carefully, the emblematical details in various frames 
as well as the authors’ satirical treatment of the last six decades of American 
culture impressed me. I was most grateful for the interrelated questions and 
confusion that the authors said prompted them to research and create this 
remarkable biography of a contemporary world-class bully. I think Read and 
Hall are covering critical territory and provoking long overdue questions 
about the relationship between the lack of nurturing in childhood, personal 
pathology and the plight of the planet. @ 


и 
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The Milwaukee IWW GMB Offers 
the Following Resolution on the 
First Anniversary of the September 
11, 2001 Attack: 


Whereas, we condemn the 
September 11, 2001 attack on the 
World Trade Center and the Pentagon, 
killing about 3,000 civilians; and 
Whereas, we condemn the U.S. 
government’s attack on Afghanistan, 
killing about 6,000 civilians so far; and 
Whereas, we recognize that the 
targets of the September 11, 2001 
terrorist attacks were symbols of 
world domination and exploitation: 
the Pentagon and the World Trade 
Center, representing a system of U. 
S. Foreign policy that uses incessant 
bombings and sanctions to intimidate 
people and influence Third World 
governments, and that amasses 
unspeakable wealth in a few hands 
while impoverishing billions in the 

Third World; and 


Whereas, we condemn the U.S. 
government’s “War on Terrorism;” 
and 


Whereas, we courageously dissent 

against the U. S. government’s post 

9/11 attack on the Bill of Rights and 
civil liberties; and 


Whereas, we courageously dissent 
against the U.S. government’s 
scapegoating of immigrant and 
foreign people and the roundup of 
many innocent people; and 
Whereas, the working class and 
the employing class have nothing in 
common; and 


Whereas, it is the historic mission 
of the working class to do away with 
capitalism; 


Therefore, be it resolved, that 
the anniversary of September 11, 
2001 should be a day of renewed 

commitment to the struggle between 
the working class and the employing 
Class until the workers of the world 
organize as a class, take possession 
of the means of production, abolish 
the wage system, and live in harmony 
with the Earth. 


Respectfully submitted this 11 day of 
September 2002, 


Milwaukee IWW GMB 
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by FW Ron Kaminkow 


Hey Folks: Trampfest 2002, a gathering of hobos/tramps took 
place the 3rd week of August in LaCrosse, WI. (You may have 
heard from me on this subject). If you are interested in how it went, 
please read the words below. 


The first group of fest goers to arrive came in on the BN Sunday 
evening, with a steady flow developing by Tuesday. Folks continued 
to arrive right on thru Sunday. All told, nearly 60 of us camped 
in the н а The vast majority arrived and 

departed by train, most via the BN, but 
ri on the CP and the 1& М, The public 
events were a hit with the townsfolk, and 
may have been partially responsible for the 
police treating us with kid gloves. A drunk 
and obnoxious Баканас evicted from 
the camp, first brought the police down to 
the jungle on Thursday. They made some 


TRAMPFEST 2002 ROUNDUP 


DEVIL'S LAKE 
TRAIN RIDE 


free keg of beer in the bar at Thursday's sing along, performed an- 
other work detail ac the community gardens in exchange for fresh 
picked organic produce, did the trading blanket and music jams іп 
the jungle, went swimming, and of course the usual feasting and 
partying, different tramps signing up for crumb boss and creating 
mouth watering convoctions from the seeming endless amounts of 
food that came our way. One thing for certain, we were well fed. 


We had built a giant tent in the woods with tarps from the lumber 
yard, we rolled in giant spools from the nearby abandoned steel 
fabricating plant for tables, made a huge 
cookstove from rocks from an old founda- 
tion near the beach, and had us a mighty 
fine kitchen. There was a daily frisco circle 
following the camp meeting collected for 
beer, soda (there was a sizable group of non- 
drinkers) and other necessary stuff. We had 
a lively sing-along together with local mu- 
sicians and voices in the pub on Thursday 


threatening noises, then left us alone. After a 
friendly visit by a lone officer Friday, we were 
ignored until Saturday evening, when we 
were ordered to leave within the hour. 


After much discussion, we agreed to pack 
up our personal gear (by now nearly 3 hours 
later), and march as a unit to the hall where 
the tramp video documentary, “Catching 
Out” was scheduled to screen at 8:30 PM. 
We marched through the streets of LaCrosse 
singing “Hallelujah, I'm a Bum!” and “This 
Land Is Your Land” banging on cans. The 
police didn’t know whether to shit or go 
blind, driving in circles around us, obvi- 
ously confused as to where we were going 
and what our intentions were. We marched 
up the steps and into the hall where we were 
greeted by a crowd of cheering townspeople. 
It was an electrifying moment. Our plan 
was, following the video, to invite the crowd 
back to the jungle to party with us and stand 
in solidarity against the police, and then the 
next day, Sunday, со pack up, clean the camp 
and split. However, we were diverted. 


In typical friendly LaCrosse fashion, a fella in 
the audience offered his place on the river for 
the evening. After more lengthy discussion, 


Hey Y'all, there is a special train 
running to Devil’s Lake that you 
may be interested in the last week- 
end in October. I expect to be tend- 
ing bar on that train, mixing some 
ass kicking drinks. If you wanna 
ride, you gotta ride it like you find it, 
and you'll find it good. For 30 bucks 
you get the ride down the C&NW 
mainline from North Freedom to 
the Lake and back thru the gor- 
geous autum color of the Baraboo 
Hills, abouc a 2 hour trip, get all the 
drinks that I can pour for you, plus 
tons of snacks hor and cold, and the 
ambiance of the Soo Line 2017 bar 
car and its awesome hospitable bar- 
keep. So come drink -- I mean ride 
-- with me in late October! Check 
out the website below if you are in- 
terested. Hope to see you! — Ron 


http://www.midcontinent.o гр/ 
ride/devilslake.html 


night. Captain Stringbean and Otis Gibbs 
played music in the park at the market Fri- 
day afternoon, and later that night, String- 
bean gave a raw and fierce blues performance 


at the Nighthawks Tap. 


Daily camp meetings were held each morn- 
ing beginning on Wednesday. A new facilita- 
tor was chosen by the group each meeting, 
an agenda brainstormed, and the meeting 
concluded within the hour (well, most of 
the ume, the police shit and evacuation deci- 
sions sometimes taking longer). Most every- 
one participated, and the process seemed to 
work well. There was a great sense of unity 
and harmony in the camp. Personally, i 
heard no bitching, whining or complaining 
from anyone. What a great group ei people! 
We collectively moved as a group twice with- 
out any dissent or division, everyone sticking 
together as had been agreed upon. 


While the police interference ultimately led 
to some good experiences (the tramp march 
thru downtown, great generousity from the 
people of LaCrosse, our relocation at the 
beautiful site on ће LaCrosse River, and che 
experience of our solidarity and sticking to- 


we all agreed to evacuate to “Uncle Bob's’. 
By morning it was apparent that the environment of this guy's back 
yard was not exactly what we had in mind. A reconnisance mission 
was sent out to check out the alternative sites and returned with 
а unanimous recommendation which was adopted by the group. 
Once again, we all trucked down to our new site, a beautiful loca- 
tion by the old abandoned C&NW trestle over the LaCrosse River, 
not far from Grand Crossing and che CP mainline. We made camp 
here until Monday: Folks had begun to catch out Sunday evening, 
and by Monday night all but a handful were gone. 

Thar night, six spent the night under a gorgeous moon on the beach 
back аг the original site atte the Mississippi River. By Tuesday 
evening, after coining up this site, all were gone by dark. I would 
suspect that most everyone had a good time. We did a canoe/tube 
trip on the LaCrosse River, rigged up a rope swing which was a lot 
of fun, took a brewery tour and got beer (over and under the table), 
went on a work detail for the Bodega Brew Pub in exchange for a 


ether), ultimately ic resulted in a lot of time 
fang diverted from the fest. A large amount 
of prime party time was lost fucking around with the issue. We had 
had plans for a fishing expedition, another canoe/tube trip, and a 
big Saturday night party on the camp beach with the re of La- 
Crosse following the video. (Also, none of the tramps were able to 
make it to the poetry slam because we were all engaged in deciding 
how to deal with the police ultimatum to abandon the camp). 


We agreed to search for a place for next year that may be free from 
police harassment and interference so we can get on with the party. 
And speaking of next year, EVERYONE agreed that this years 
Trampfest was a success and that we WILL do another one next 
summer, probably the 3rd weekend in August, somewhere in the 
Midwest, details to be decided by the group by early spring (there's 
about 40 riders who signed up on the email list, the unofficial orga- 
nizing committee). Ic sounds like a lot of good folks are committed 
to organizing for 2003 and establishing the Trampfest as an annual 
national rail riders’ gathering. @ 
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